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An Invecation by the Bea.

BY HENRY MORFORD.

Bont on the white beach, restless sea,
With silver flash und thunderiug roar:
Type us the migtty and the froe,
And let our dull lives rust 0o more.
Cool from the braln Is fover heal:
House up our pulses sloking low:
The Eternal walks thes with bis feol
As onee, two thousand years sgo.

Our alms uro narrowed to & thread:

Ouar trath ls dwindled to n spark &
Our belter lives are dull nnd dend:

Bar hope of heaven Is fulnl and dark,
Along the hot and dusty ways

There spriugs no great thought I the soul.
Kalso us, ob sen, nbove our daynl

‘fhy surl some blessiog ouwird roll!

The barques wa freightod yoars ago
With hopes that deepest burn aod thritl—
Come back, o God, how sad sud slow—
We'ro watehing, walilng, hoping stl 1!
Ko, nol ull cannot foandered Lo
Some must come buck, though long we wally
Give us some token yul, vl ssi—
Some hopeful tokon of wbelr fube,

Bring us some glory In thy spray,

From ull the hourds of gems und gold
For uges croppud and stored away—

The wroeks of nasies uew snd old!
Flash up somy secliug through thy brine,

From all earil’s noblest aud her Lest—
From sl the cnergles divive

Whose gravo bas been within by breast!

Thou answerest not, elernal sen !

Thy wave Is voleeliss to onr ears|
Unless tby monu an wuswer bu—

That conselors monn of ull Time's yours,
Thy thunder may be sy uil epeceh

‘fo those who hent wilh reverent awe,
Apd every wave some lore muy leach

To thoso who weil ke lessan draw.

Beat on our hanrts thy thunder toneo,
And starile us from plessure’s sloop !
Dreak up the stugnait dulluess grown
Arouad us—titl wo smile and woep!
Luvo us wilh kissus thul no mors
From mothors® 11ps our own may bear :
Sound anhews from the Hetter Shoro
‘Thut yet, porhnps, way cull us there!

Whiscellancons.
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A Widerawake Young Ludy.

About feur miles irom EaztongPa, resides

2 wealthy farmer, his wife and only doeugh-
ter. The lotter is o daghing rustic belle, ol
the man-killing spesive, much noted for her
dountless way in duing things, und quick
wit. Hoving s bill of a locnl bonk for one
hundred dollurs, and not being able to use
it on account of the inubility of his neigh-
bors 1o chunge it, the farmer resolved to send
it 1o the bunk for thet purpose, and selected
his duughter s carrier. The youog lady
mounted & horse snd rode to Easton, but
arrived there after the bank hud cloeed,
and after offering the bill st eeveral storea
without succeas she turncd the head of her
horse towards home. -

She had just passed the suburbs of the
city, when o “solitary horseman® overtovk
her and gave the salute courtevus, with s
winning air.  As he had the sppearance of
a gentleman, snd evinced the greotest re
apect lor the fair cquestriun, she returned
his sslutation withont fesr. snd the two
were scon riding side by side. The stron-
ger cxpressed plessure to find that thiy
were buth puing the same wuy, vnd mude
such remarka aboot the landscape as lod his
fair companiun tu believe thut he wua uot
s¢native to the manor born ;' he expatisted
on the superb blending o eolurs in the sun
set sky, observed thet ““Gud wde the coun
try,” and dwelt upon the contrast of the
merchent's cores and the furmer's freedom
of svil. To sll this poetical di-quisition the
maiden did most eerious'y incline, not
dreoming that her comp.niun was snything
but a geutlemsn,

Smovthly ron the horsemun's tongue, un-
til they entered o dork woed through which
the rosd wound, whe:n he suddenly reined
hie horse directly ucross the puth, snd stern-
Iy desired the girl to “‘surrender thst one
hondred dollur bill she was trying to chunge
in Easton.” Thinking thet he wes trying
to Irighten her with a trick, the swrmer's
doughter laughed guily in reply ; but the
produciion of a pistol convinced her of the
troe character of her escort, snd she lel
thst the money must go. But mork how
glight u thing will turn the tables, when
circumstances all appear to tend one way.
‘U'he poor girl drew furth the bill from her
bosom, and was placing it in the scoundrel’s
outstretched hand, when » gust of wind biew
it into the roud, and the fellow was obliged
to dismount to recover it.

No sooner had he left his horse, than the
quick-witted girl applied the whip to her
own horae, and he sprang forward—but not
alone. The other horse started also, and
away went the span with one rider, With
an oath the robber dashed after them and
fired his pistol ; but the noise only (rightened
the animels into o still faster gallop, and the
farmer's dsughter found hersell at home in
double quick time. It did pot take her long
to relate her adventure, nor was her father
at all delicate about exsmining the saddie.
bags of the strange horse. o them he found,
besides a large number of counterfeit bills,
nearly filteen hundred dollars in good money
The animal slone was worth more than the
amount lost, end the farmer was well satis-
fied with the exchange. The robber was
probably some fellow connected with sgang
of counterfeiters that infest Central Penneyl-
vanin, snd dogged the girl in ber journey from
atere to store with the bill. He has not yer
claimed his horss and saddle-bags—nor is
there reason to believe he ever will.

——hiin-
pr Consumptives who swallow the cod.
liver theory, are dose-ile creatures.

BY MRS 8. P. DOUGHTY,

“And what kind of a party is » surprise
party, Mies Polly 1" ssked Farmer Brown,
us he sat by the kitchen fire, quietly smoking
his pipe, and listening to an snimated ac-
count which his daughter Mary was giving
of a surprise psrty she had attended the pre-
vious evening.

Mary drew up her light form somewhat re-
sentfully, and with the least possible toss of
her pretty head, she replied.

“If you would only remember not to call
me ‘Miss Polly,’ father., You know how
much I diglike it.”

»You were named for your grandmother,”
returned the farmer, *'and she waa never
called anything but Polly to the day of her
desth. However, we will change it to Mul-
ly, if thet enits you any better. Bo answer
my questions sbout the surprise party, Mol-
ljf-'.'

“Why, father, I thought every cne knew
what they were, They are nll the feshion,
[ nssure you, A parly of young and old, as
the case may be, unite together in providing
music, a supper, and everylhing necessury
for an evening's entertainment, and ogree w
meet ol o certuin time st the house ol some
mutual acquuintenee, who is keptin igno-
rance of 1heir intentions. They trke pos-
session ol the house—dance, frolic aud enjoy
their music and refreshments, just as if they
were juvited guests.. The fumily finding
there is no heip for it, ‘tuke it sll in goud
part, and join in the amusements of the eve-
ning. Lust night the party was at Mr. Law-
ton's. 1 wi-h you could have eeen their
looka of eunsternution, ns one guest alter an-
other appesred until their kmall rooms were
quite crowdid, Jine and Margaret mode
their escape as soun & possible, und dressed
themselves for the eccngivn.”

“More foole, they,” suid the farmer. *DBet
ter have gune to bed. A pretty paes things
have gol to, il a man’s hou<e is no longer to
be his castle. Thut hus been the rule ever
since | can remember.”

“But there is no harm in these partier, fa.
ther,” urged Msry. “Everything ia provid
¢J, 50 that the family thus visited are st no

Farmer Brown’s Surprise P“ty."‘But I thought it rather late, that'ssll. But
—" no matter for that; stir up the fire, Mollys
and help the girle off with their things.”
But pow snother thundering rap at the
door, and the arrival of a new party of gueets,
excited still more wonder in the mind of the
perplexed farmer ; while Mary, although she
endeavored o appear at her ease, cast many
an anxious glance towards her father.
8till more srrivals ; the old kitchen was
rapidly filling with guesta.
by her husband's side end whispered an en-
coursging word in his ear.
“Never mind, busband.
of those parties.

Mra, Brown wes

It must be one
We will mwke the best of
it. I cen wearm up the parlor inan instant.”
+You will do no such thing, wife.
meanage thia afair mysell.” And the larmer
planted his foot on the floor in that determin.
ed manner, which long experience hod taught
her not o oppose.

1 ean do nothing with him,"” ehe whisper-

ed to her doughter. “But do not be discour-

A durk cloud bad indeed hung for many
months overthe household of William Jones.
One misfortune had brought another in its
train, until the desponding husband and futh-
er had almost ceesed to hope for mray of
sunshine; and o the lsst evening of the un-
happy year, feeble in body, dispirited in mind,
he sat gazing upon his hielpless family, while
the heavy sighs which occasionslly burst
from his oppressod heart, plainly fold of the
anguish within. With sffectionate sympatby
his wife bent aver him.

“Do you suffer more pain than usual this
evening, dear William 1" she ssked. «Ihad
hoped that you were reslly better.”

“And so I sm better in bodily health, my
dear wife,”” wes the reply ; *but on this last
night of the yesr, sad thoughts will crowd
vpon my mind. How brightly dawned the
vew year's morning, but sles, the clonds
soon gathered thickly sround ve, and now
what have we to look forward to! The
little that we have remsining will be insuffi-

aged ; perhaps he will take it quietly

And quiet enough the farmer seemed, to be
sure 3 for he hed re-lighted his pipe, re-seat-
ed himself in his erm-chair, and wes puffing
away with an air of the utmost indifference.
Mesnwhile fresh guests arrived, and the pre-
parationa for the evening’s entertainment
At length the fiddler, who was
sested in on obscure corner of the room,
commenced tuning his inetrument for the
T'he svund seemed to rouse the
Taking the pipe from his
mouth, he said, in a voice loud enough to en
sure the attention of hia suditors :

“You are heartily welcome, good neigh-
I suppuse you have been on some
gleigh-riding frolic, and have given us a oall
on your return. Draw up to the fire as many
of you ns can find roum, and warm yourselves
before you go home. And stop that seraping,
Simon," he continued turning to the fiddler.
“Your services are over for the evening, |

furmer o action.

“By no menns, my good neighbor,” re-
plied une of the boldest of the guesta,
the contrary, they heve just begun,
must know this is no sleigh-riding (rolic, but
simply s merry party to be held at your house,
with your permissivn.”’

trouble or expense.”

people.”
« But you would treat them civilly, il they
should ever come, father "
Mury made this inquiry in rather an anx-
jous tone, fur more than once rhe had hesrd
it hinted that *Farmer Brown's old kitchen
would be just the pluce fur a dance.”
«Civilly, to be gure,” replied the farmer
«Did you ever know me to be uncivil to any
one?! I ehould tell them my mind pretty
pleinly, I am thinking."”
8o enying, the good frrmer rose from his
chair, knocked the sshes from his pipe, snd
carefully repluced itin its usual nook, and
then walked briskly awsy to the perfurm
ance of some of his out door duties.
sNever mind, Mary,” eaid Mes. Brown.
consulingly, ne ghe observed the look ol un-
easiness on her deughter's countenance. *1
dure guy your [sther will not object to your
having o purty, il you wich.”

“PBut [ do not want to give a party, mother.
I wantto let them come, il they like, and
find that they eannot take me by surprise.”

«Well, let them come, then,” returned the

accommodating mother. “I'll warrant fath-
er will be civil, It he does not like the (oo,
he can go to bed.” And with this comfort-
fng suggestion, the buey old lady sgein turn-
ed to her epinning wheel, the buzzing ol
which put ss end to all further conversation,
Several weeks paesed away, snd the cool
breezes ol outumn had given ploce to the
more piercing and decided blaste of early
winter. Once more the farmer sat in cus-
tomary ploce ut the fireside, Tt was nesr
the hour when ha vsually retired ; but sa a
kind of prepnrutivn for his nightly slumbers,
he was indulging in s light doze, or perhspe
a deep reverie, in which visions of his well
tilled burns and granaries, and all the recent
harvest, fluated before him in blissful succes-
sivn. .
An attentive observer might have noticed
that the fire blszed with sn uncommonly
cheerful light, considering that the old elock
had alrendy struck the hour of eight, and that
the farmer rigidly sdhered to the maxim,
‘B rly to bed and early to rige."”

There was an uncommonly careful ar-
rangement of every article in the spaciou»
spariment, and also an unwonted attention
to her own toilat, which, added to a certuin
reatlesaness in Miss Mary's demeanor, show-
ed, that with her, st least, *“coming events
cest their shadows before.” At length came
a loud, snd it must be confessed somewhat
anxiovsly expected rap at'the door,

“ Who is here at this time of night 1" ex
claimed the farmer, as he statted from his
chair, rubbed hia eyes, and lovked at the
clock.

«Some traveler, 1 suppose, who wants a
night's lodging. Let him in, Mary."”

But Mary had soticipsted the command,
and now ushered into the room = worthy
farmer and hie family, all in their best attire,
and apparently intending to make an even:
ing eall.

#/Glad to see you, neighbor Jenkins. Met
with any accident on the road 1" waes the
plunt but kindly salutation of farmer Brown.
“None st all, neighbor Brown., We have
just dropped in for a chat this fine winter’s
svening.”

“Glad to seo you,” ropeated the farmer.

“But my permission has not been given,”

“Thuat moy be, doughter, snd yet there | wae the blunt reply,“and to my koow ledge,
moy be a thousand ressons why they would you sre net invited guests. 1 have no objec-
prefer not having the compiny. [tisinmy! tions to a party when I chuose to give one ;
opinion, an unwsrrantable lutrusion, and  but every mun's house is his own cnstlo.—‘
should not be countensnced by sensible peo- | Thut’s my motto, neighbors. No offence, | | deep feelings wera st work within, and o8

There was a general silence.
merry party had been held in the village
without the consent of those upon whom
they had intruded, but none aegainst their
expressed wishes.
Brown and Mury uttered their whispered re.
The former wos immovable,
and ot leugth, by general cunsent, another
place of sssembly was decided upon, and the
company vacaled the inhospitable mansion,

The farmer’s dreams were undizturbed, in
epite of eundry expressions of chagrin from
his wife, and a burst of tears from his morti-
fied deughter ; and for many days no allusion
wos made to the intended surprize party.

Christmns had paesed with all its happy
end muurnful memories, and the last day of
the year was rapidly approaching, when Mr.
Brown and Mary were startled by a eudden
snnouncement from the farmer, that if they
liked to go to n surprise party of his getting
up, they might hold themselves in readiness
the following evening..
wA gurprise party of your getting up 1—
Why, husband !"" was the involuntary excla-
mution of the sstonished wile, while Mary,
though silent, loocked at him with equal

In vain Mrs.

monglrances.

wCertalnly ; what is there remarkable in
that? Cannot I getupa party as well ns
any other person 1"

“No doubt yuu ean, father ; but you eall it
n surprise parly, That is what astonishes
“[ eall it by its right name, Polly, or Mol-
ly, if you like it better.
new-fangled sorprises, where peuple tuke
posseesion of your houee and sll it contains
but a veal o'd-fashioned, ples sant way of do.
ing o kindly turn to a neighbor.
of donstion visit (nune of your beggarly
ones) lo poor William Jones ond his family.
They have been under m cloud for the last
tew months, and it is time that theit neigh-
bors tried to help them to a ray of sunshine.
What, with their loss by the fire, and Joues®
long sickness and inability to work, they
must be poorly provided for this winter."”
“But the party, husband, tell us about
that,"” interrupted Mrs. Brown, who, though
heartily sympsthizing with the sorrows of
her neighbors, had a little womanly curiosity
to hear more of the proposed entertainment.
That is 8]l arranged.
have seen all the neighbors, and they all
enter into it; heart and hand.
ception [ met with wherever [ went, in spite
of your prognostications, good wife, contern:
ing the offence which I must have given the
other evening. Twelve well loaded sleighe
will start from our door at 7 o’clock on the
evening of the last dey of the yesr, ready to
teke up their line of march for William
Jones', and it will not be our favlt if his cel-
lar is not well filled with an ammple stock of
fruit and vegetables, his shed with wood, and
himself and his family well supplied with
winter clothing before the new yeer dawns.
But, on second thought, wife;”* continued the
farmer, *'I believa you cannot join In our
fralic. Molly may go, but you—a word in
your ear.” And the farmer drow the good
dame sside, and communieated something in
a whisper which ealled from her sevetal ex-
preasions of gratification snd spplavee.

Itis none of your

“Ay, the party.

cient to furnish food flor ourselves and our
poor babies, and meny long weeks must
elapse belore [ can resume my old employ-
ment.”

#But what o blessing to think that health
is surely, though slowly returning, Willism.
Ah, we cannot be too thankiul. Whatare
poverty and suffering while you are spared
to us 1"

form !

Divorced by Mistukié,

One winter there came to Treaton, New | J100b Jones was simply by the Legislature
Jersey, two men, named Smith snd Jones, | ©f New Jersey incor
who had both of them designe on the Legls- | ©©™Pe0Y: and what made it worse, suthoris-
loture. Jones had a bad wife and was fn | ®d 10 Yun from Burlington to Bristol !
love with & pretty woman—~he wished to be
divorced from his bad wife, so that he might Bristol are located just a little spart, on op-
marry the pretty woman, who, by the way, | PO®ite sides of the Delaware river,yoy will
was s widow, with black eyes, and such a observe thé extreme hopelessness of Jones'

Therefore Jones came o Trenton | ***®*

for a divorce,

Smith had a goood wife, good as sn angel, whe gave them the champagne supper—or
and the mother of ten children, and Smith 1 ¥** it the breakfast 1" cried Jones in sgony.
did not want to be divorced, bot wanted to|'If they had chartered me a tornpike from
get & charter for a lurﬁplhp or & plankrosd Pige’ Run to Terrapin Hollow, I might

[t weo u bard ceee, Instesd of being di-
vorced ond at liberty to marry the widow,
ted into a larnpike

When you reflect that Burliogton and

“It's all the fsult of thet turopike man

of his father's dying wishes comes back to
his mind, to his heart.’ And so with all
cther gailt. Let no one fancy that because
apparently fortunste—becsuse he has suo-
ceeded - in cheatlng a neighbor snd a friend
~becsuse he la revelling upon property
which rightfully belongs to another, that &
day of retribution will not come. The proud
man who, despising the cotimon walks of
humasnity, fancies that he has peculior priv-
ileges, is often eut down lo the zenith of his
power. The poor may petish by hundreds in
his inmediate neighborhiood, & it will acarce.
ly excite a sensatlon of sympsthy and regret.
Nay, he will endesvor to prove that they

to extend from Pig’s Run to Terrspin Hol- have borne it; but the very ides of bui'ding

low.

a turnpike from DBurlington to Bristol bears

Well, they, with these diferent errands, | ° S0surdity on the face of it."

eame to Trenton, and addressed the sssem-
bled wisdom with the usual arguments.—

So it did.
“And sin’t you divorced 1" said Eliza, »

First, suppers, muinly composed of oysters tear running down esch cheed.

with rich bsckground of wenison; second,

“No " thundered Junes, crushing his hat

liquors in great plenty, from “Jersey light- between bll" Ine,l. and what's worse the
ning,’~—which is & kind of locomotive at Legialature is odjourned snd gone home

ark champnagne.

The husband’s reply was prevented by the
merry jingle of the bells, as the first nleigh
drove up to the door, snda moment after
came the kindly greeting of Farmer Jones,

“Gond evening, neighbor. Glad to see
you looking a hule better. A party of us
have called to wish you a hnppy new year.
Rather belore the time, to be sure, but you
must excuse that as it is kindly meant.”

By the lime the farmer had finished his
speech, a long line of sleighs had drawn up
in the little yard, guest after guest sppesred
with cheerful and sympathizing words, which
fell like music on the ear of the sick mun
and his hopeful wife.

The most sensitive pride conld hardly have
token offence at the quiet, kindly menner in
which shed and cellar were now filled by the
busy party, while another deposited in the
nest liwle kitchen ita appropriate shure of
winter stores together with many o useful
l pockoge of dry goods ruitable buth for pa-
| rents and children. Few words were epok.
en, but the light which shone on the de-
sponding countenance of William Jones, and
the teara in the eyes of his wile, showed that

the happy party drove from the door, every
heart responded to the farmer’s exclama
tion :—

#That's the right kind of a party, my good

friends. The yesr has been sn sbundint
one to us, and now that it is sbout to close,
it is well to obey the command, *Freely have
ye received, freely give I' "
Once more the farmer's sleigh took the
lead. As hia own dwelling came in sight,
he stopped and looked at the merry troin,
snd gove acordisl invitstion to dance out the
old year in his capscious kitchen. And now
the secret cnuse of Mrs. Brown's nbsence
was explained ; for, dressed in her best, the
go'ud ludy sppenred at the door to welcome
her gueste, while a8 they entered, the fqueak
of the old fiddle belon:ing to old Simon, as
he sent forth its preliminary notes, might be
distinetly heard. An excellent supper in
due sesson appeared, snd merrily was the
old year danced out.

Mrs. Partington on Crinoline,

«Well, what on earthare you doing now?”
eaid Mra. Partington, with a tone of anxiety
in her voice, and a large spoon in her hand,
as Lion rushed Into the kitchen, followed by
[ke. The dog was almost covered up with
a thick, cosrse coffee bug, and, in perfect
sympathy with Ike, who wes laughing tre-
mendously, he wagged his caudslity es il he
liked the fun. *What on earth are you do-
ing now 1" wns a question that called for an
answer ; and Lion looked up into the old
lady’a face with his mouth open and hia eyes
glistening, as much s8 to say, “Look at me,
Mistress P., for [ am all dressed up you see,"
But he didn't ssy snything. “That'a a crin.
oline, aunt,"” said Tke, “dun't you think it’s
very overcoming 1’ uYes, T declare,” said
she, “I think it comes over him a good deal,
but you hed better take it off, for it makes
him look ridiculous.” *It's sll the fashion,”
said Ike. “All the fiddlesticks I replied
she ; “and how should I look ip the fashion,
sll hooped up like a wash tub? Shouldn't
I look well? No, dear, no. 1 don't want
to pretend to be more than I really am ; and
il I baven’t been so unsnifious as some, |
don't want to cast no reflections on heaven
for not meking me no larger, by rigging on
artificisl supportations. It used to be the re
mark of Blder Stick that every tub should
stand on its own bottom, and [ want to see
folka just g8 they ore. And now what are
you 81 1" cried she, bresking off her subject
shorter then piccrust, and well she might,
for Lion was parading the floor in great glee,
with one of the dame's night-caps on his
head, tied snugly under the chin, with great
complacency. “Dear me,” said rhe, drop-
ping into a chair, “I sm afraid your predom
imation will not be a good one, if you go on
%0 ; and little boys who tesse their sunts
don’t go to heaven, by o great sight.” He
was much subdued by this, and taking ad-
vantsge of her momentary sbatraction and
three doughnuts, he whistled for Lion and
went out to play.

Pravriros Reevy.—A good man in afflic-
tion, who was asked how hie bore his sorrows
so well, replied, “It lightens the stroke to
draw near to Him who handles the rod.”

stoge conches.

Trenton.

over Mr. Smith’s shoulder.

awlul oath,

frightfully legible characters.

ner ol her spron,

turnpike.”

and—"*

man of their chureh.

matter 1"

two right off,” replied 8mith.

waves against each roey cheek.

dearest.”
The widow, who was amon

peaches among apples, put on
and took Jones' srm, and —

Jones are two."
shoulder she did look.

and sank back half fainting on the sofa.

To epenk in plain prose, the divores man
gave a champagne supper, and Smith, the
turnpike mao, followed with & chimpagne doy of t‘ha session, when legislators and
breskfast, under the mollifying influence of transcribing clerks were laboring under e
which the sssembled wisdom pessed both champegoe brokiuet. Himith's mamms B4
the divorce and turnpike biils; and Jones
snd Smith--a copy of ench bill in their pock
et——went home rijoiving, over many miles e
of sund, and through the tribulation of many

Smith arrived home in tke evening, and
o8 he sst down in his parlor, his pretty wifs
beside him-~how pretty she did look !~-and
five of the children over hearing the other
five studying their lessons in the corner of
the room, Emith w 8 induced to expatinte
upon the good results of his misaion te

“A turnpike, my desr; I sam one of the
Directore, and will be President. It will
set me up, love; we can send our children
o the boarding school, and live in style
out of the wil. Here is the charter,honey."

“Lot me see it,” eaid the pretty little wife,
who was one of the nicest of wives, with
plumpness and goodness dimpling all over
her foce. “*Let me see it.” as she leaned

Smith's wile's visssge grew black. Smith
waas not profane, but now he ripped cut sn

at Trenton have gone and divorced us '

It was too true; the parchment which he
held waa a bill of divoree, in which the nsme
of Smith und Smith's wife sppeared in

Mrs. Smith wiped her eyes with the cor-

“Here’s o turnpike,” snid ehe eadly, “and

with the whole of our ten children staring | right, if, despite the temptation of the profli-
me in the foce, I aint your wife ! [Ilere’s a | gate and corrupt, they adhere to integrity

Putting her plamp gloved ;hand on hia

full speed, reduced 10 liquor shape==to New drunk, and won't be back to Trenton till

next year,
It was a hard case,
The mistake (*) hed occurred on the last

Gullt, Success nnd Penalty.

HUThe roguo to-duy may triamph; bul
His fall may be to-mortow overwhelming.'®

begln to fail. But il they centinue to rely on
Proyidence, il unfolteringly they pursue the

and principle, they will surely triomph in

“DBlast the tarnpike and the Legislature, | the end. There may of course be excptions.

But we believe that the history of mankind

Well the faet is that Smith, reduced to | wjll grove them few and far between. And
single blessedness, enacted into a stranger | gyen failure in this world Is nothing com-
to his own wife, swore awfully. Although | pared with the golden hopes of the life to
the night waa dark, snd most of the deni” | come. A few short years, and however suc-
zens ol Smith's town had gone to bed, Smith | cesalul 8 man oy be the grave will be eure
bid his late wife to put on her bonnet, snd |y ¢lsim him. If his success has been
arm snd arm they proceeded to the clergy- | founded on guilt—if by freud he has mccu-

mulated a good fortune—of what avail will

“Goodness bless me 1" exclnimed the | his wealth be, ss he trembles on the confines
good man, o5 he saw them enter. Smith | of eternity 1 The past, darkened by wrong
looking like the last of June ehad, Smith's | and outrage, will revive in his mamory, and
wife wiping her eyes with the corner of het | he will enter upon the mysterious journey of
spron—*'Goodness bless me, what's the |the never-ending future, with fearful misgiv-

inga and apprehensiona. Thus, if success’ul

“The matter is, I want you lo marry us|here, il he shall have lived & long life, and

have avoided pennlty in thia world, the here.

“Marry you 1" ejuculated the elergymsn |afier will be dork and uncertain before him.
with expanded fingers and awful eyes; "‘are | Byt jt rarely happens that the wrong-doer es-
you dronk, or what’s the matter with you ! | capes even in this world. Nuy, in the hour
However, he fionlly married them over|of his highest triimph, he feels that a pen-
straightway snd would not take a fee; the |qliy is die, snd he dreads lest some sudden
fact is, grave aa he was, he was dying to be | gtorm should overwhelm him. A etill, small
alone that he might give vent to a suppress- | yoice within, whisgera of his evil past, re
ed laggh that waes shalting him ell over;|minds bin that he stands beside a precipice,
and Smith end Smith’s wife went joylully | admonishes him to repent and make restitu-
home and kissed every one of their children. [(jon. But he turns a desf ear to the moni-
The hittle Smiths never knew that their fa- | tor, ryshes into some excitement, and thus
ther and mother had ever been muade stran- | andeavors to shrink from the true contem-
gera to each other by legisistive ensctment, | plation of his position. And if be have sny
Meanwhile, and on the same night, Jones | senaibility, il he have not become utterly
returned to his native town—Burlington, 1|callous, this is his constant condition. The
believe—and sought at once the fine black | case can be readily imsgined. Let the rea-
eyes which he had hoped shortly to call his | der suppose two brothers equally entitled to
own, The pretty widow sat on the eofa, a|the property of a decensed [ather. But the
white kerchief tied csrelessly around her |elder being of age, is made the executor
white throat, her black hair laid in silky [ and trustee, and the whole estate is confided

to his care. Tempted by a mercenary spirit,

uDivoree is the word,” cried Jones, play- | he wilily snd gradually appropriates to him*
folly patting her double chin; “the fact is,|self the property of his brother, so ihat
Eliga, I'm rid of that cursed woman, aud{when the younger srrives at the period ol
you snd I'll be married to night. | knew | manhood, he finds himeell little better than
kow to tahage (hose scotndtels at Trenton. | a dependent. The business, loo, hsa been
A champsgne supper—or was it a bfeakfast,| managed with such subtleness, that he is
did the bosiness for them. “Put on your|unshle to recover hia rights, Stung by in-
bonnet and let us go the preacher’s at once, | gratitude, maddened by diseppointment, he

rushes into dissipation, and then the more

dows a8, cautioua brother seeks various opportunities
r bonnet | of taking sdvantage of him, until at last, in

ulter despeir, he sinks into the grve. The

“Just look how bandsore it is pot on|fraudulent brother, meanwhilg, fuurishes in
parchment !" cried Jones, pulling out the | the eye of the world, and is apparently rich,
docoment before herj “here’s the law thut | prosperous and happy. But can he be t—
ssys that Jacob Jones mitd Ann Caroline | Can his slumbets be peaceful and undisturb-

od 1 Can his thoughts be trenquil and com-
posed 1 Most not the ghost of the defraud-
ed, the ruined and the dead, ocoasionally

4O dear I" she sald, with her rosy lips, | haunt his pillow, and look upon him with

eyes of reproach 1 Must he not tara rest-

0 blases 1" cried Jones; snd saiik beside | lesaly at midnight, and fancy thatsome sud:
ber, rustling the fatal parchment in his|den judgment is aboul to ba visited upon
band; “here’s & Jot of hnppliiess aod chame | him § Must he not sbrink from his own
| pagne gone to ruin.”

thoughts, snd turn pale when the memory

We sometimes hear persons express sur-
prise that some particular individual, known
to be unfair, dishonorable, trescherovs, and
guilty, should for u long eeries of years, not
only succeed in his various enterprizes, but
do 80 in many cises et the expense of the
honoruble, fuithful and virtuous. Nay, see-
ing such apparent tziumphs of the reckless
and the buse, the short-sighted and irresolute
liave hesituted as to the forther pursvit of &
puth of rectitude and well-doing, either in
despair, or mercenary epirit. They hove
fancivd, or endesvored to convince them-
selves that viriue was not sure of reward,
that vice was better calculated for success
in this world, and hence they have directly
or indirectly wandered frum the truz iay.
But all ot once Smith's visage grew long:| Alas ! for ull such erring mertala, Where G
one eucceeds through wrong doing and guilt,
a bundred fall, snd not only fail, but do eo ——
with a consciousness of having merited dis
“Blast us, wife, those infernal ecoundrels | gster, We concede that at times, the pros- Bouisson upon the danger of smoking has
pect is gloomy and overcast fof men of no- | Attracted the notice of the Academy, and
ble encrgies, hizh qualifications, virtuous has been rewarded with high praise. The
principles and undoubted bonor. They
struggle on for years, and yet muke little edged, with which smokers are threatened,
apparent hesdway. Al times, too, the pros-
pect is almost hopeless, and their energies

merited no batter fate—that they were reck-
less, profligate, improvident, and that, there-
fore, they virlually comniitted suicide. But,
alus ! let sickness and desth enter into the
proicely mansion, and then (he tone will be
changed. Tt is so easy to denounce others
for vices which we aleo practice. It is so easy
to see in othera that which wé cdnnot disgovs
er in ourselves, A lucky villain may dezzle
for & momeat, but trace his career from first
to last, and the admirstion will be changed
into admonition. We have faith in penalty
for crime. We believe that the wrong-doer
will not escape. The quiet plunderer, who
defreuds the widow and the orphan, or who
sccumulstes a fortune by some mode equal-
ly disreputable, is not a whit better in the

been put where Jones' ought to have been, | eye of equity, than the bold burglar who ri-
and “wisey wersey,” as the Latin poet has it.

fl '8 y .u®houee, or the highwayman who de-
mands your purse or your life. There are
crimes, too, which are far more deadly
which are darker and deeper than those
which sim merely st pecuniary objects—=
We allude to the deliberate slanderer, to the
malignent who delights in destroying the
peace of an otherwise happy family. And
is there no penalty for such ! Do they al-
ways eecape ! Far, very lor from it. They
suffer not only Lere, but hereafter. Their
deadly machinations. while they distarb the
repose of others, embitter their own lives.
An habitual slenderer cannot be happy.—
The puison that he utters from time to time,
corradea and corrups his own existence.—=
He must live in constant lerror of exposure.
‘'he sword of retribution is suspended above
him by a single huir. We repeat, wrong
duing, deliberate guilt cannot escape, The
penulty will come sooner or later.~—Phila.
Irquirer,

The fifects of Smokinig.

The remarkable research made by M.

horrors hitherto unknown, or unacknowl-

nay more, convicted by M. Bouisson are suf*
ficient upon bare snticipation to ruin the
revenue and the pipe-makers aleo. Cancer
in the mouth, M. Bouisson declares to have
grown o frequent from the use of tobaceo
that it now forms one of the most dreaded
disenses in the hospitals, and at Montpelier,
where M. Doulssun resides, the operation of
its extraction forms the principal practice of
the surgeons there. Ia o short period of
time, from 1845 to 1859, M. Bouiseon him-
gell performed sixiy-eight operations for
cer in the lips st the Hospital Saint Elol.—
The writers on cancer previous to our day
mention the rare occurrence of the disease
in the lips, and it has therelore become evi-
dent that it must have incrsased of late
yeors in proportion with the emoking of fo-
bucco. M. Bouisson proves this fact by the
relutive increase in the French duties on to<
baceo, which, in 1813, brought an snoual
amount of §35,000 000, and now gives &
revenue of §130,000000; almost that at-
tained by the duties on wines aod spirits, and
far beyond thot rendered by those on sugar,
M. Bouisson remarks, justly or mot, that
“this figure as extravagant as it may appear,
{sdes into insignificance befora that attained
by the British tax, which, according to Dr.
Seymour, amounts to a fabulous sum,in &
country where boys smoke (rom five o'clock
in the afternoon lill three o'clock in the
morning, snd where children of ten yeard
old are known to consume as many ae forty
cigars in n day 1" ]

The use of tubaceo, ravely, however, pros
duces lip cancer in youth. Almost all of
Buuisson's patients had pagsed the age of
forty. In individunla of the humbler elass-
es who smoke short pipes and tobaceo of ins
ferior quality, the disease is more frequent
than with the rich, who smoke cigare or long®
pipes. It becomes evident; therefore, thet -
it is owing more to the constant application
of heat to the lips then to thie inhsling of
the nicotine that the disense is generated.—~
With the Orientals, who are ¢areful to maln-
tain the coolness of the mouth-piece by the
transmission of the smoke through perfums»
ed water, the disease isunknown. M. Boue
jsson, whose esrnesinoss in the cause does’
him the utmost credit, advises a genaral eru-
sude to be preached by the doctors of every
country against the immoderate use of ie-
bacco, a8 being the only means of extermine’
ating the habit; because, slthough the most
powerful sovereigns have been powerless ts'
prevent it-—although Sultan Amurath thaeas -
tened in valn to cut off the noses of thows
who smoked, and Poter the Great _u'_ql
direst vengeancé ogainet all smokers, Sod.
even the thundere of the Vatican have been
burled against them in valo, there la ofe
thiog which mankind holds in more borrat,
than & noseless (ace, or even an | '
nicated soul—and that is an untimely de
Let young men be once impressed
truth, and the **Artof Mm‘_w
of our best authors has lately extolipdas:
finest of all the l_u-m..-m.m.@lﬂ';
agide and forgetten, i
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